f triele t jntoatfXju* 

When what is done Is like an hipocritc. 

The which is good in nothing but in fight, 

If it be true that I interpret talle. 

Then were it certaine you were not fo had. 

As with foule Inccfl to abufe yousfoule t 
Where now you both a father and a fonne. 

By your vntimely clafpings wtthyourchilde, 

( Which pleafures fit* an- buiband.noc a fathety 
Anti fhe an eater of her mother* flcfii, 

By the defilini? of her parents bed. 

And both like ferpent* are, who though they fee# 
On fwccteft flowers, yet they poyion breed 
Antioch fart well/or wifedome fees thofe men 
Blufh notin a£ions blacker then the night, , 

Will fliew no coutfe to keepe them from tne light/ 
One finne [I know] a>-oth« doth prouoke / 
Murder* as mere to loft, as flame t® Imoak* % 
Poyfon and treafon arc the hand* of finne, 

3. and the Targets to put off the fhame, ■■ 

Then lead mv life be cropt to keepeyou clear#. 

By flight lieflrunthe danger which I fate. 




Enter Antitchtts. 

Anti. He hath found the meaning, 

For which we meant to baue his head, - 
He mull not hut to trumpet for h my infamy, 
Nor tell the wotld, Anttwb 4orh finne 
In fuch a loathed marine® .-•& 

And therefore inftantly this Prince Binftoie, 
For by his fall, my honour muft keepe hie# 
Who attends vs there? 

Enter Thxltnrd. 

TbxL Doth your highnefle call? 

Antt. Thnlhtrd you ate®* our Chamber, 
And out min dc perukes her priuate 
To your fecrefie ; and for your faithful®;!* 
We w»H aduanceyou Th*>*rd ; 


QUES) 


fetisTes ? rime of Tyra* 

Behold, heir's peyfon and heer’s gold. 

We hate the Prince of Tyr f , and thou mult kill him, 

It fits thee not to aske the reafon why ? 

Becaufe’we bid it r fay is it done ? 

7hxl. My Lord , tis done. 

Enter tCMtfcngtr, 

^rfEnough. Let your breath coele ycut felfe , telling your 
hafte. - 

Mtf- My Lord Prince Pericles is fled. 

Ant. As theu wiltliue.ftyeafterAnJ likean arrow Oiot front 
a wellexpetient Archer hires the markc his eye doth leuell it / fb 
do thou new r retjitne , vnlefle thou fay .Prince Ter teles is dead. 

Thai. My Lord, if I can get him withinmy piftol* length, lie 
make him fure enough s f° farewell to your highneffe. 

Act. rW/Wadieu, till Per it let be dead, 

My heart can lend no fucceur to my head. Exit , 

Enter Pericles rtithhit herds. 

Per. Let none diPutbc vs : 

Why (Should this change of thoughts. 

The fad companion dull-cydc melancholy. 

By me fo vfed , agueftas npt an houre. 

In the dayes glorious walk.e ot peaceful! night, 

The toombe where griefe ftjoufid fteepe, can breed me quiet, 
Here plea&res court mine ryes, and mine eyes (nun them, 

And danger which I fcatd, is at Antioch , 

Whofe arme feemes farre too fhort to hit me here, 

Yet neuer pleafures art canioy my fpirits. 

Nor yet the other diftance comfort me : 

Then it is thus, that pafftoRS oftheminde. 

That hanc their firft conception by mifdread, 

H ue after nourifhment and life by care • 

And what was fu ft but fcare.what might be done. 

Grow? * elder now, and cares it be not done. 

And fb with me; the great Antiechas, \ 

Gainft whom I am to little to contend, 

1 Since 




